MAGYARLAND   AGAIN
Vienna; Prague; Budapest. These are, for me, the three best
cities in Europe. The old Austrian Empire was the only one that
ever made a success, for long, of governing large areas of Europe,
of reconciling peoples of a dozen races and tongues. The wrong
empire was broken up, or broke itself up, after the World War,
but its legacy still lives on.
What started that process of decay which began with the coming
of Napoleon and ended with the coming of Hitler, and why was it
inevitable, or was it inevitable? I don't suppose it was inevitable.
The war or the humiliation to which England seems to be moving
is not inevitable; only the irresolution, the apathy, the obstinacy,
the class-obsession, the dogged refusal to do anything about
anything, of England's leaders make them inevitable. It was the
same with Austria. The condition of England and the Empire
to-day are appallingly reminiscent of Austria before the war, as I
wrote in Insanity Fair. But history teaches no lessons, the old
men, armoured in their conceit, go their way and mistake the
plaudits of a packed House, the praise of autograph-hunting
letter-writers, the hear-hear of a well-wined Guildhall audience,
for the verdict of the world that they are right — until disaster
proves them wrong, and even then they don't admit it.
What stirring of the emotions, what fluttering of the dove-
cots, I found in the Budapest to which I returned. I wrote in
Insanity Fair that if Czechoslovakia went, Hungary would go
too, and earlier in this book I wrote of the feeling of suspense, akin
to that I knew in Vienna, which I found in Hungary after the fall of
Austria and before the fall of Czecho-Sltfvakia.
Now Munich lay far behind and in Hungary, although the
placid and lovely outer scene remained unchanged, hopes and
fears and passions were beating against each other below the
surface. Germany was at the gates.
At the dictate of Germany and Italy, Hungary had recovered a
large area of territory from Czechoslovakia, and you might have
expected that this would have strengthened affection for Germany
in Hungarian hearts. You would be wrong, I never found in
Hungary so much anti-German feeling. Why? Well, the Hungar-
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